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PUBLISHERS' NOTE, 

The Publishers of Mr, KanewktCs Silhouette Designs to Goethe's " Faust " are 
enabled to enrich them by the addition of English text from Mr. Bayard Taylor's 
new translation, through his kind permission, and the consent of Messrs, Fields, 
Osgood, 6r* Co. 



1. 



FAUST. 




HIS life of earth, whatever my attire, 
Would pain me in its wonted fashion, 
Too old am I to play with passion. 
Too young to be without desire. 
What from the world have I to gain? 
Thou shalt abstain — renounce — refrain ! 
Such is the everlasting song 
That in the ears of all men rings, — 
That unrelieved, our whole life long. 
Each hour, in passing, hoarsely sings 1 




Fauft. 
Entbehrcn follft du! follft entbehrenl 
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•iffHcr. 



Man ficht fich bald an WalcJ und Feldern fatt, 
Des Vogels Fittig werd' icli nie beneiden. 
Wie andcrs tragen iins die Geiftcsfreuden 
Von Buch zu Buch, von Blatt zu Blatl! 



II. 



WAGNER. 




VE had, myself, at times, some odd caprices, 
But never yet such impulse felt as this is. 
One soon fatigues on woods and fields to look. 
Nor would I beg the bird his wing to spare us ; 
How otherwise the mental raptures bear us 
From page to page, from book to book ! 
Then winter nights take loveliness untold. 
As warmer life in every limb had crowned you; 
And when your hands unroll some parchment rare 

and old, 
All heaven descends, and opens bright around you I 




III. 



F on an idler's bed I stretch myself in quiet, 
There let at once my record end ! 
Canst thou with lying flattery rule me, 
-Until, self-pleased, myself I see, — 
Canst thou with rich enjoyment fool me. 
Let that day be the last for me I 
The bet I offer. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

Done! 

FAUST. 

And heartily I 




FnitJI. 
Die Wctte bict' ichl 



Mepliilhphclcs. 
Topi 

Fnufl. 
V.nA Schlat; nuf SchlaRl 
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M.-phiJhfhclcs 



iJas Erft" war fa. das Zweitc fo. 

Und drum das Dritt' und Vicrte fo, 
Und wtnn das Krft' und Zweit' iiicht war'. 
Das Dritt' und Viert' %var' iiimniennelir. 




IV. 

MEPHISTOPHELES. 

HE first was so, the second so, 

Therefore the third and fourth are so; 
Were not the first and second, then 
The third and fourth had never been. 



I feel as stupid, from all you've said, 
As if a mill-wheel whirled in my head I 




V. 

MEPHISTOPHELES (sin^s). 

INHERE was a king once reigning, 
Who had a big black flea, 
And loved him past explaining, 
As his own son were he. 
He called his man of stitches ; 
The tailor came straightway : 
Here, measure the lad for breeches, 
And measure his coat, I say I 
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Mfphiliopkrles 
(Stiign. 

Es war einmal ein Konig, u, f. i 
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Mein fchbnes Frautein, darf ich wagen, 
Meinen Arm und Geleit Ihr'anzutragen? 

Margarete. 
Bin weder Fraulein, weder fchon, 
Kann ungeleitet nach Haufe gehn. 



6. 




VI. 



^lAIR lady, let it not offend you, 
' That arm and escort I would lend you I 



MARGARET. 

I'm neither lady, neither fair, 

w 

And home I can go without your care. 

ISAe releases herself, and exit. 



By Heaven, the girl is wondrous fair I 
Of all I've seen, beyond compare ; 
So sweetly virtuous and pure, 
And yet a little pert, be sure I 




VII. 

MARTHA (adorning her). 

H, what a blessed luck for thee! 

MARGARET. 

But, ah I in the streets I dare not bear 
them, 
Nor in the church be seen to wear them. 



Yet thou canst often this way wander, 

And secretly the jewels don, 

Walk up and down an hour before the mirror yonder, — 

We'll have our private joy thereon. 




Martlu: 

fPuUt sic aiif.) 

O, du jjliickfcrgc Crcaturl 

Darf niicli, leiJerl nicht aiif dcr Gaffcn, 
Noch in dtr Kirdie mit fehcn laflcn. 




Die armen Weiber find docli iibel dran: 
Ein Hageftolz ift fclnverlich 7U bekeliren, 

MephiftopheUs. 
Es kame nur auf cures Gleiclitn an. 
Mich eines BefTern zu belehren. 



VIII. 



MARTHA. 




ES, the poor women are bad off, 'tis true : 

A stubborn bachelor there's no converting. 



W: 



MEPHISTOPHELES. 



It but depends upon the like of you, 

And I should turn to better ways than flirting. 



Speak plainly, Sir, have you no one detected? 
Has not your heart been anywhere subjected? 



IX. 



MARGARET. 




ROMISE me, Henry I - 



FAUST. 

What I can! 

MARGARET. 



How is't with thy religion, pray? 

Thou art a dear, good-hearted man, 

And yet, I think, dost not incline that way. 



Leave that, my child I Thou know'st my love is tender : 
For love my blood and life would I surrender; 
And as for Faith and Church, I grant to each his own. 




\'t:rfprich mir Hcinrichl 

Faufl. 

W.is ich kann ! 

Mnr^ftrrtc. 

\iin fafj', wjc lijift dii's mit der RcliRinn'r 

Dii bifl ein herzticli filter Mann, 

Allein ic!i (■laub", dii haltd niclil \icl davr-r 




Wie konnt* ich fond fo tapfer fchmalen! 



10, 



X. 

MARGARET. 

OW scornfully I once reviled, 
When some poor maiden was beguiled I 
More speech than any tongue suffices 
I craved, to censure others' vices. 
Black as it seemed, I made it blacker still, 
Yet 'twas not black enough to suit my will; 
And blessed myself, and boasted high ; 
And now- — a living sin am II 
Yet — all that drove my heart thereto, 
Godl was so good, so dear, so true! 





XI. 

VALENTINE. 

HEN I have sat at some carouse, 
Where each to each his brag allows, 
And many a comrade praised to me 
His pink of girls right lustily, 

With brimming glass that spilled the toast, 

And elbows planted as in boast : 

I sat in unconcerned repose. 

And heard the swagger as it rose. 

And, stroking then my beard, I'd say. 

Smiling, the bumper in my hand: 

"Each well enough in her own way, 

But is there one in all the land 

Like sister Margaret, good as gold, — 

One that to her can a candle hold?" 




I 'a/fiitin. 
Wenn ich fo fass bei eineni Gelag, u. f. w. 
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Margarete. 

Nah war der Freund, nun ift er weit; 

Zerriffen liegt der Kranz, die Blumen zerllreut. 



12. 



XII. 



MARGARET. 




ND I am yet so young, so young! 
And doomed to ruin! 
I, too, was fair, and that was my undoing. 
My love was near, but now he's far: 
Torn lies the wreath, scattered the blossoms are ! 



